8          THE BOOK OF REAL FAIRIES

(< Come from ? " echoed the fairy, t( but I didn't
( come '. I've been here all the time. I made this
flower. I am the flower or it is I, whichever way you
like. When it was a bud I was hidden in it, weaving,
. weaving the petals. And when I go away, the flower
will wither and die. If I hadn't made myself visible
just when I did, you would surely have poked your
little snub nose right away through me and never
known the difference/'

Evelyn blushed. " I'm sure that would have boon
dreadful for you," she cried.

The fairy tinkled again.

" Not at all, you &weet child" ; she laughed.
" Why, you are a flower yourself, dear, with your
rosy face and your sweet, gentle ways. No fairy in
the world would object to your coming near."

c< Wouldn't they, really ? " asked Evelyn, much
relieved.

"You see, it's this way/' said the mite, crossing
her little knees and folding her tiny hands on them.
(t We fairies are very busy building flowers and
things, so busy that we haven't much time to bother
with humans. Of course, we are pleased when you
water the flowers and take good care of the plants,
for that helps us very much. Now, when you planted
the seed from which the poppy grew, there T was,
hidden in it I You never knew that of couryo ; neither
do other mortals, but it's, true."